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Jristeil  by  J.  Marflaali,  iu  the  Old  kct. 
'hern  may  also  be  had,  a  large  and  euriouj  Aglrkn^t 


The  Battle  of  the  Nile. 


A  RISE,  a:ife,  Britannia's  fons,  arife! 
jTjL    And  join  the  fliouts  of  the  patriotic  throng : 
Arife,  arife,  Britannia's  fen*,  arife, 

And  let  heaven's  walls  re -echo  with  your  fong  ; 
The  genius  of  Albion  victory  proclaiming, 
Forth  to  the  world;  her  heroic  deeds  are  naming  ; 

And  the  battle  of  the  Nile. 

Shall  be  foremeft.  on?  he  file. 
And  brave  Nelfon,  gallant  N  clients  "name  applauded 

Oiall  be.  ' 

Then  huzza,  huzza   huzza,  huzza,  huzza,  boys ! 
Mars  was  to  us  that  by  Mercury  the  charter  gain'd, 
Huzza,  huzza,  huzza,  huzza,  huzza,  fepys-J 
Britannia,  ftiil  Britannia  rules  the  waves. 

Tie  proud  fons  of  France  infill  ting  us  with  (corn, 
H^d  long  be^n  a  pelt  to  rieighb'ring  independencies;' 

And  -vainly  they  hoped  the  conquefts  would  be  borne 
In  armament  triumphant  o'er  the  Teas. 

But  Nelfon  foon  taught  them,  with  peals  of  Brittih 

thunder,  'Ife^^^'^.". 
To  die  Mag  of  roy  al  George  'was  their  duty  to  knock 

.  under  :  J^BHr^: '  Wt '■  it  •  •* 

And  the,  battle  of  the  Nile 
Was  Sec i five,  and  the fpoil 
Shall  bedeck  tine  lovely  belong  of  the  loyaJBriufh  fair* 
Then  huzza,  &c. 

In  congrefs  above  the  deities  of  war, 

Searching'" to  give  true  vsUour  to  renown,' 

And  foon  exalted  on  a  Britilh  ieaman's  brow., 
Was  implanted  every  fplendid  crown  ; 


3 


The  loud  trump  of  Fame  thro'  the  vaulted  arch  re- 
bounded, 1  t 

And  Howe,  Jervis.,  Duncan,  and  Nelfon's  name's 
And  the  battle  of  the  Nile  [refounded, 
Was  recorded,  and  the  \vKile 

TV  angelic  hod  refponfive  fung  the  glories  of  the  day, 
Then  huzza,  &c* 

Aroufe,  aroufe,.  ye  fons  of  fp:ortrve  mirth, 

And  receive  your  protectors  with  open  arms  re- 
turning, 

And  view  the ipoils  they  with  their  blood  have  bought, 

As  a  ionqaed  to  this  happf,  happy  iile. 
A:\BritHh  Teaman's  name  '-{hall  he  henceforth  fa  c  red 

H- 'penny  ^  h.  .      ... ;  . 
A  terror  to  his  foes,  and  an  honour  to  his  friend  ; 
And  the  battle  of  the  Nile 
With  our  children  {hall  fmile,. 
And  to  ages  yet  unborn  frail  tell  what  -Nelfori  has 
performed.  Then  huzza,  &c. 

Tom  Starboard. 

T^OM' Starboard  - was  a  lover  true, , 
J[.     As  brave  a  tar  as, ever  fcilM  ;  , 
The,  duties.  ab/e,ft  fea'men  do 

Tom  . did,  and  never^yet  had  faii'd. 
'But  wrecks  as  he  was  "homeward  boUnpl/ 

n  Within,  a.  l^gue.  of  E^gkp^s  coaft, 
Love  fav'J,  km litre  from  being  drowned, 
ror  more  than  half  the  crew  were  loft. 


n  fight  Tom  Starboard  knew  no  fear 

Nay  when  he  loft  an  arm— refign'd 
Said*  love  for  Nan,  his  only  dear, 

H&d  fav'd  his  life,  and  fate  was  kind. 
AnA  now,  tho'  wrecked  yet  Tom  return'dj 

Of  all  paft  hardfhips  made  a  joke  y 
For  ft  ill  his  manly  bofom  burn'd 

With  love— his  heart  was  heart  of  oak  1 

His  ftrength  reftor'dv,  Torn  nobly  rah 

To  cheer  his  love,  his  deftin'd  bride ; 
But  falfe  report  had  brought  to  Nan, 

Six  months  before  that  Tom  had  dyVL 
With  grief  fhe  daily  pin'd  away, 

No  remedy  her  life  cou'd  fave  ; 
iJknd  Tom  arrived— the  very  day 

They  laid  his  Naney  in  the  grave* 

fbi  Sailer's  Adieu* 

THE  topfails  fhhrer  m  the^ind^  . 
The  Chip  flie  cafts  to  fea ; 
But  yet  my  foul,  my  heart,  my  rnind^ 

Are,  Miry,  niporM  with  thee : 
For  though  thy  failor's  botmd  afar, 
Still  love  ftall  be  his  .iiea.#in!g  ftatv 


hould  landmen  flatter  when  we're  h\\% 
O  driubt  their  artful  tales ; 
No  gallant  failor  ever  fail'd, 

If  Love  breath'd  conftant  gales. 
*Thou  are  the  conipafs  of  ray  foul, 
[  Which  7fteers  my :  heart  from  pole  to  pole*  . 

Sirens  in  every  port  we  meet, 

More  fell  than  rocks  or  waves  ■; 
feut  fuch  as  grace  the  Britifh  fleet, 

Are  lovers  and  not  flaves. 
jSJo  foes  our  courage  fhall  ftiBdue, 
Altho*  we've  left  our  hearts  with  you; 

Thefe  are  our  cares ;  but  if  you're  kind, 

We*l!  fcorn  the  dafhing  main. 
The  rbcks,  the  billows*  and  the  wind, 

The  power  of  France  and  Spain. 
Sow  Britain's  glory  refts  with  you,  * 
9ur  jails  are  full— fweet  girls,  adieu  ! 


Tc^n  Bowling* 

HE&E,  a  (heer  hulk,  lies  poor  Toik 
Bowling. 
The  darling  of  our  crew  ; 
||b  more  he'll  hear  the  tempeft  howling, 
lor  death  hath  broach'd  him  toe. 
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His  form  was  of  tlie  manlieft  beauty, 
His  heart  was  kind  and  foft ; 

Faithfuf  below,  he  did  his  duty,  / 
But  now  he's  gone  aloft. 

Tom  never  from  his,  word  departed, 

His- virtues  were  fo  rare : 
His  friends  were  many  and  trye  hearted, 

His  Poll  was  kind  and  fair : 
And  then  he'd  fing  fo  blithe  and  jolly, 

Ah  !  many's  the  time  and  oft  ; 
But  mirth  is  turn'd  to  melancholy, 

For  Tom  is  gon'e  aloft. 

Yet  fliail  poor  Tom  find  pleafant  weather 

When  He,- who  all  commands, A 
Shall  give,  to  cull  .life's  crew  together,- 

The  wordd— to  pipe  all  hands,. w0 
Thus  P.eath,  who  tars  and  kings  difpatclv 

in  vain  Tom's  life  has  deft, 
For,  though  his  body's  u%der  hatches,  9 

His  foul  has  gone  aloft. 

True  C&u?#g$tt  ^^hS 
what's  that  to-ymVijFxil?e^s I'm  a^rtj! 
'  V  V    '  A  tear  is  a-pleafure,  d^-iW/m'ks' vt, 
-.Tis  nonfefi-ftf •  f$r :  tr i fle$i  ,£  own,  to  fo.pipkig. 
Bat  they-*  hat  baVt  j^ty***\vhy  I  pities  ihep 


ays  the  Captain,  fays  lie,  (I  fhall  never  forget  it) 
"  If  of  courage  you'd  know,  lads,  the  true  from 
'Tis  a  furious  lion  in. battle,  fo  let  it,      [the  (ham, 
"  But,  duty  appeas'd,  'tis  in  mercy  a  lamb.  " 

'here  was  buflling  Bob  Bounce,  for  the  Old  One 
not  caring, 

Helter  iket'ter)  to  work,  pelt  awaf,  cut  and  drive ; 
wearing,  he  for  his  part  had  no  notion  of  fpsring,  . 

And  as  for  a  foe,  why  heM  eat  him  alire 
ut  when  that  he  found  an  old  prisoner  he'd  wounded, 

That  once  fov'cl  his  life  as  near  drowning  he  fwam  ; 
he  lion  was  tam?d,  and  with  pity  confounded, 

Pie  cried  over  'him  juft  the  fame  as  a  lamb. 

hat  my  friend  Jack  or  Tom,  I  mould  refcue  from 
danger,- 

1  Or  lay  my  life  down  for  each  lad  in  the  mefs, 
k  nothing  at  ail,  'tis  the  poor  wounded  ft  ranger, 

And  the  poorer  the  more  fiiall  I  fuccour  diilrefs 
I  ar  however  their  duty  bold  tars  may  delight  in, 

And  peril  defy,  as  a  bugbear,  a  flam  ; 
•! hough  the  lion  may  feel  fusly  pleaiiire  in  fightings 
He'll  feel,  more  by  ccnpaEion,  when  turn'd  to  a 
lamb. 

'%e  heart  and  the  eyes  you  fee  feel  the  fame  motion » 
Knd  if  fyoth  faed  their  drops,  'tis  all  to  the  fame  end  : 
nd  thus  'tis  that  every  tight  lad  of  the  ocean 
Sheds  his  blood  for  his  country,  his  tears  lor  his 
friend* 

my  maxim's  difeafe,  'tis  difeafe  I  mall  die  on,  1 
j  You  may  fnigger  and  titter,  I  don'i  care  a  dama  i 
if  me  let  the  foe  feel  the  paw  of  a  lion, 
J>£ut,  the  battle  once  ended,  tke  heart  of  a4^mb. 


Whi  Sea- Boy. 

1^0  England's  towers  of  oak  farewell^ 
No  more  for  me  fhall  be  unfurl'd 
The  canvas  in  the  ga}e  to  fwell, 

The  ocean  is  no  more  my  world  ; 
Yet  there  life's  eariieft  years  I  fearlefs  pafsV 
A  fea~boy  on  the  high  and  giddy  maft. 

There,  oft  to  chear  the  midnight  hour, 
,  The  helmfman,  u  ith  a  fancy  free, 
His  ditty  to  the  waves  would  pour, 

Of  love  on  fliore,  or  ftorms  at  fea ; 
And  how  the  fea-boy,  midft  the  rattlin 
blaft, 

Ceeps  ftation  o  n  the;hjgh  and  bending  ma: 

Dear  were  the  founds iho'  rude  and  hoarf 
Of  Helm  a-Iee  !  or  Helm  a-weather  ! 

To  bring  the  veffel  to  her  courfe, 

And  keep  the  fails  well  fill'd  together; 

While  on  the  look-out  far  my  eyes  were  ca 

A  Tea-boy  on  the  high  and  giddy  maft, 
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